
The Tragedy (^Othello 


of my fortunes, if they chcckc me here. 

You are in the right : 

Good night Leiutenantjl raoft to the watch* 

Good night honeft Exit^ , 

Jag. And what’s he then, that fayes I play the viliaine, 

W hen this aduice is free I giue,and honeft, 

Probad to thinking, and indeed the courfe, 

T© win the Moore agen ? For tis moft eafie 
The inclining Defdemo?ja to fubdue, 

In any honefl: fuite (he’s fram’d as fruitfull, 

As the free Elements : and then for her 

To win the Moore, wer t to renounce hisbaptifmc, 

All (eales and fy mbols of redeemed (in, 

His foule is fo infetcer’d to her loue, 

That (he may make,vnmake,doe what (lie lift, 

Euenashcrappetitefliallplay the god 

With his weakc fon&ion:how am I then a villaine. 

To counfell Cafsio to this pKrallell courfe, 

Dire 61 y to his good / diuinity of hell, 

When diuelis will their blackeft fms put on, 

They d fugged: at firft with heauenly (hewes. 

As I doe now ; for whilft this honeft foolc 
Ply es Defdewon^ to repaire his fortunes, 

And (lie for him,pleodes ftrongly to the Moore ; 

He poure thisptftiltnce into his care. 

That (he pcales him for her bodies luft ; 

And by how nruch fhe ftriues to doe him good. 

She fl^all v.nd e her credit with the Moore, 

So will I tin ne her vertue into pitch. 

And out of her ovf ne goodne(Te,mak e the net 
That fliall enmelh them all: £«wRodcngo. 

S fotV p.ln=s, ard fo«o mony at aJl. and m*" 

Iitr'.:'motau'itretumeco r, • .% 

lag. How poorc are they , that haue not Patienw 


the Aioore of Venice. 

W^hat wound did cuer beale.but by degrees ? 

Thou knoweft we workc by wit, and not by witchcraft^ 

And wit depends on dilatory time. 

Dos't not goc well ? C4fsio baa beaten thee. 

And tbou,by that fmall hort,haft cafticit'd Cufsit^ 

Tho other things-grow fairc againft the fun. 

Yet frnites that blofome firft, will firft be ripet 
Content thy felfc a while j by th mafle tis morning j 
Pleafurc,and aaion,make the houresfeenae fhott : 

Retkd thce,goe where thou art billited. 

Away I fay , thou (halt know more hereafters 
Nay get thee gon ; Some things are to be done. 

My wife rnnft mouc for Cafsio to her miftris, 

Ilefetheron. 

My felfe a while,to draw the Moore apart. 

And bring him iumpe,wben he may Csfsit fiude. 

Soliciting his wife ; I,that’s the way. 

Dull not deuife by coldnefTc and delay. Exeunt. 

Sccena i. . 

enter Caflio,»«i tMuJitiait, 

\ 4 A.fters,playhere,I will content your paines, 
i.V 1. Something thats briefe,and bid good morrow Generali. 
T hey pUtj^ und enter the Clortne. 

Ch. Why tnafters, hayourinftrumentsbin at that they 
fpeakei’thnofethus? 

Howfir,how ? 

C h. Arc thefe I pray.cald wind Inftrtments ? 

Eoy. I marry are they fir. 

Cit, O, thereby hangsacayle. 

"Soy. Whereby hangs a taylc fir. ^ 

Ch. Marry fir, by maay a winde inftrument that I know. But 
imafters, heer’s money for you, and the Generali fo likes your mu- 
«<jue, thachcedcfircsyoufor louesfakc, to make no more noyfe 
withit. ' 






